FOUR        TALES        BY        Z   E   L   I   D   E

I was quite agreeable. The two pillars of my
hearth also accompanied us. My cousin, the pro-
fessor's wife, convinced that, in any contest of wit,
her son would always shine more brightly than
anyone else, set us first to playing at " bouts
rimes," then to word games, and finally to writing
questions upon cards. These cards were then
shuffled, each of us drew one at hazard and wrote
an answer beneath the question. Then they were
shufHed again and everybody wrote until the cards
were filled. To me was committed the task of
reading them out loud. There were some ex-
cessively stupid sayings and others that were
extremely neat. On one of the cards there was
written: " To whom does one owe one's first
education? "

" To one's nurse," was the reply.

Under the reply was written," And the second? "

Answer, " To chance,"

"And the third?"

" To love."

" Was it you who wrote that? " said one of the
company to me.

" I am willing," I replied, " that you should
think so; for it is very neat."

Monsieur de X------looked at Cecilia.   cc She

who wrote it," he said, " owes already much to her
third education."

Cecilia coloured as she had never done before.

" I should like to know who really wrote it,"
said the young lord.

108